

The Truged e of 

But for thy world enioying but this land, 

Is it not more then frame to frame it To i 
Land-lord of England art thou now not, nor King, 
Thy ftate of law is bond-llaue to the law. 

And thou. 

King. Ah lunatick lcanc-wittcd foole. 

Prefuming on an Agues priuiledge, 

Dareft with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our cheeke, chafing the Roy all blood 

With turie from his natiue reiidcncc. 

Now by my Seates right Royallmaieftic 
W ert thou not Brother to great Edwards fonne, 

This tongue thatrunnes fo roundly in thy head. 
Should runne thy head from thy vnrererent froulderj. 

Gaunt. Oh fpare me not my brother Edwards Conne, 
For that I was his Father Edwards Conne : 

That blood already, like the Pellican, 

Haft thou tapt and drunkenly carowft : 

My Brother (floceder, plaine well meaningfoule, 
Whomfaire befall in heauen mongft happy foules, 
May be a prefident and witne tie good, 

That thou rcfped’ft notCpWmgEdwards blood. 

Ioyne with the prefent fickneilethat I haue, 

And thy vnkindnes be like crooked age. 

To crop at once a too long withered flower. 

Liuein thy frame, but die not frame with thee: 

Thefe words heereafter, thy tormentors be : 

Conuay meto my bed, then to my graue, 

Loue they to Iiue, that loue and honour haue# 

Exit. 

K mg . Andlct them die* that age and fullens haue. 
For both haft thou, and both become the graue* 

Torke. I do bcfeech your Maieftie impute his words 
T o wayward ficklincfte and age in him : 

Heloues you on my life, and holds you deere, 

As Harry Duke of Herford, were he heere. 

King. Right, you fay true, as Hetfirdsbne, fohis: 
As theirs, fo mine, and be as it is. 

North, 


Zicbard t he Second. 

m b.. My UegcolJ^ commends hi»t°yom 

Jm. Whatfaycshcei (Maieflic. 

North. Nothing, all is faydj 
Hwtongue is now a ftringletfe ^ftrument, 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be . 

So much for that# Now for our Irtjh - Warrcs : 

Wemuft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed kernes. 

Which liuelikc venome, where no venorac clic 
Butonelythey, haue priuiledge to hue# 

And for thefe great affayres do askeforae charge, 

Towards our afsiftance we do feaze to vs, 

The Plate, Coyne, Rcuencwes, and moueablcs 
Whereof our Vncklc Gaunt did ftand polieu. 

Yorks. How long frail I be patient l Ah how long 
Shall tender ductie make me fu ffer wrong ? 

NotGloceftcrs death, norHerford* bamfrment, 

Nor Gaunts rebukes, nor Englands priuate wrongs. 

Nor the preuention of poore Bullingbrookc 
About his marriage, nor my owne difgrace, 

Haue euer made me fower my patient cheeke, 

Or bend one wrinckleon my Soueraignes face : 

I am the laft of the noble Ewards Sonnes, * 

Ofwhom thy Father Prince of Wales was firft. 

In Warre, was neuer Lion rage more fierce : 

In Peace, was neuer gentle Lambe more milde 
Then was that young and Princely Gentleman t 
His face thou haft, for euen fo lookt he, 

Accomplfrtwith anumberofthy houres 5 
But when he frowned, it was againft the French, 
Andnotagainfthis Friendes : hisnoblehand 
Did winne what he didfpend, and fpent not that 
Which histrinmphantF athers hand hadwonne : 

His hands were guiltie of no kindred blood, 

But bloody with the enemies of hiskinne. 
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